Passing the tomb where your Lucrecia lies,
you brought as offering a sheaf of roses,
and brighter tears than dew and warmer sighs
showed how the dead your loving heart encloses*
But if you love that whereof earth disposes,
and death alone finds favour in your eyes,
beware lest he, who your dominion owes, is
broken at last by that and, broken, dies.
But if to honour the dead is pitiful,
it is as proud the living to disdain,
and since alone by phantoms you are moved,
and all but death leaves you remote and cool,
exiled from grace, drawing my breath in pain,
Fd rather die, and in my death be loved*